LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

down, wonderful marvels of colour and design fleeting
between my feet, to grasp at, to miss, to seize them;
and now to find them what they promised, and now to
catch only maya of coloured sand, pounded fragments,
and pebbles, that, as soon as they were dry, became as
dull and homely as the flint upon a garden path. I
toiled about this childish pleasure in the strong sun for
hours, sharply conscious of my incurable ignorance,
and yet too much pleased to be ashamed. Presently I
came round upon the shelves that line the bottom of
the cliff; and there, in a pool where the last of the surf
sometimes irrupted, making it bubble like a spring, I
found my best, that is, my strangest, shell. It was
large, as large as a woman's head, rugged as rock, in
colour variegated with green and orange; but alas, the
'poor inhabitant' was at home. On the struggles of
conscience that ensued I scorn to dwell; but my
curiosity, after several journeys in my hand, returned
finally to his rock home, of whose sides he greedily
laid hold, and he gained a second term of the pleasures
of existence/1

On August 22nd the Casco left Nukahiva, and arrived
the following day at Taahauku in the island of Hiva-oa,
a more remote and even more thinly populated island.
Here they stayed twelve days, and here Stevenson and
his family went through the ceremony of adoption into
the family of Paa-aeua, the official chief of Atuona,
while Mr. Osbourne " made brothers " also with the
deposed hereditary chief, Moipu.

These observances meant anything or nothing, ac-
cording to the desire of the initiated. 1 single them out
for mention here because (apart from white men living
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